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"I can take them off, if you like/' she proposed
hopefully. "It would rest me more. But if I must
get up, lift me, please/'
He was so quick about it that she was in the easy
chair by the side of the bed before she realized it.
Granet drew a deep breath of relief. The faint
odour of the perfume she used came from the
crumpled sheets. He drew the coverlet over them
and faced her firmly.
"Where are your shoes?"
"In the bottom of the bed/'
He found them for her. She stretched out her
stockinged legs.
"Put them on, please."
He obeyed a little clumsily.
"Now come outside/' he insisted, holding out his
hand.
She came with the air of a reluctant child. He
established her in one of the wicker chairs, mixed
himself a drink and sat by her side.
"You feel that little trickle of wind from the
mountains? I think that must mean that when the
dawn comes there will be a mistral."
"I feel it/' she murmured. "It is beautiful. It is so
cool. I thought the mistral was always a hot wind.**
"Not always/' he told her. "Not as bad as the
sirocco, anyway."
"Give me some of your drink, please/* she
begged.
He poured half of his into another glass,
"I drank some of what you left/' she told him.
"But not much. Please get some other things here.